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Peace Efforts Keep President Busy 


By Drew Pearson 
and Jack Anderson 

Outwardly these are dull 
days at the White House. Lim- 
ousines no longer line up in- 
side the South Gate waiting 
for heads of state or diplo- 
matic missions. No longer do 
Congressmen stream down 
Pennsylvania Avenue to watch 
bill-signing ceremonies or be 
briefed on the war in Vietnam 
or the urgency of passing cer- 
tain legislation. 

Even the photographers 
waiting in the executive office 
lobby to “shoot” distinguished 
visitors are listless. There 
aren’t as many visitors any- 
more. 

In the rest of the. Nation, a 
bitter debate ihas been swirl- 
ing as to who shall be the next 
President of the United 
States. The incumbent Presi- 
dent has sat, most of the time, 
aloof. He loves politics; no 
President since Franklin Roos- 
evelt has been such an adroit 
politician with Congress. But 
he has been concentrating on 
the war in Vietnam, a war 
which has clouded and ob- 
scured the great domestic 
achievements of (his Adminis- 
tration and which he has been 
trying desperately to end. 

He no longer wakes up at 3 
a.m. to call the communica- 
tions center for reports on the 
last bombing mission — how 
many planes lost? Instead his 
time has been absorbed with 
diplomatic cables, between 


Saigon and Washington, Wash- 
ington and Paris, Hanoi and 
Moscow, intercepts between 
Hanoi and China, helpful mes- 
sages from New Delhi, Bucha- 
rest, Warsaw, London and 
Bonn. Desperately and for 
weeks he has been trying to 
get a truce. 

‘Grandpa’ Johnson 

Concentration on these 
problems has not interfered 
with the President’s sense of 
humor or his interest in his 
grandchildren. 

“The truce talks are like a 
baby’s fever,” the President 
told members of his staff. “It 
goes up to 106 and then down 
to 98. 

“Everything was all tension 
around here the day before 
Lynda’s baby was born. Lady 
Bird was supposed to go down 
to Austin to make a speech for 
Hubert, yet she wanted to be 
here. And Luci was supposed 
to be at the Democratic Wom- 
en’s Club to raise money for 
Hubert with (little Lyn as the 
star performer. At the same 
time, Luci wanted to be 
around with her sister because 
she had already had a baby 
and she wanted to tell Lynda 
how to have one. 

“That morning Lyn woke up 
with a fever,” the President 
told his staff. “It was up to 
102. Everybody said that Luci 
ought not to take Lyn to the 
Democratic reception. But she 
said, ‘He’s one of the perform- 


ers and can’t back down on his 
act.’ So she let him walk 
across the stage waving his lit- 
tle flag. He waved it when 
they told him to, and then he 
waved goodby and finally, 
when the band struck up a 
tune, he did a little Humphrey 
dance. 

“Then when they got Lyn 
back home, they found that 
his fever had gone down to 
98.6. There was nothing wrong 
with him at all. 

“Well, that’s just like the 
war. These peace overtures 
blow hot and they blow cold. 
You can never tell where they 
are.” 

The President has substi- 
tuted workouts with little Lyn 
for his former walks around 
the south grounds of the 
White House with his beagles. 
Lyn could tire out an Olympic 
athlete. “I don’t know what’s 
in his head,” observes his 
grandfather, “but I know 
what’s in his legs.” 

His daughters usually show 
him the letters they receive 
regularly from their husbands 
in South Vietnam. They are 
wholesome letters written by 
busy men. Capt. Chuck Robb 
has been under fire most of 
the time, but he minimizes it 
in his letters to Lynda Bird. 
She can read between the 
lines, however, and worries a 
lot. 

Pat Nugent, in the Air Force 
to the south, writes to Luci 
that he has been hoping to go 
north and see his Marine 


Corps brother-in-waw. But 
travel has been difficult. 


LBJ Library 

The President is looking w .* 
ahead to the day when he will* 
be in Texas, busy with the # r 
Lyndon B. Johnson Library* 
and the school to train Con- 1 ; 
gressmen and city officials 
that he is establishing at the 
University of Texas. 

“They’ve got a school to 
train diplomats at Princeton,” 
he told the Vice President the 
other day. “Why Shouldn’t we 
have a school to train city and 
county officials and Congress- 
men? I’m going to get you 
down there to speak, Hubert,” 
he said. “And I’m not going to 
pay you anything either. I’m 
going to get Wayne Morse and [ 
some of these other great ora- l 
tors to come down. They \ 
charge too much and I’m not } 
going to pay them anything 
but their expenses. I want ’em / 
to spend some time with the. 
kids on the campus. I’m going \ 
to invite Stokely Carmichael . 
and Rap Brown and we’re 
going to have free-for-all de- 
bates. I’m going to show ’em 
what free speech really is.” 

Thus does the President ap- \ 
proaeh his last days and \ 
months in the White House. . ' 

They are days of winding up 
an era. And the end of an era 
is never happy, especially 
when it has been one of the 
most energetic and most pro- 
ductive and most criticized in 
history. 
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